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camera men at a respectful distance. For this was the
reception committee. Beyond and behind them a sea of
people lapped around the feet of the oil tanks. The shining
roofs of hundreds of motor-cars were islanded in this sea like
smooth boulders. Rippling waves of excitement ran
through the crowd which kept up a continuous thin scream.
The newspapers next day said that we came alongside the
quay to the accompaniment of thunderous cheers but this
was not true for, as I have always noticed, the cheers of a
crowd are seldom thunderous but shrill and high pitched, a
symphony of screaming female voices. For it is the women
who do the cheering. The men in a crowd are usually
silent. Six policemen kept guard over the railings that held
the crowd at bay. Only the power of the human eye, so far
as you could see, prevented them from being trampled
underfoot. As we edged up to the jetty the dense crowd was
suddenly augmented by the arrival of droves of school chil-
dren each of whom carried a Union Jack. They formed up
in the middle distance and added to the shrill tumult their
thin, birds' voices so that the waterfront looked and sounded
like the nesting place of myriads of gulls but for the fluttering
of the children's flags and coloured dresses of the women.
The ship came to rest by design or accident opposite the
reception committee. There was an ineffectual moment or
two while a gangway was lowered. The crowd screamed
and the six policemen, joining hands, made themselves into
a cordon. Among the reception committee were Sir Douglas
Mawson, tall, grey headed and thick-set, R. E. Priestley
of the Scott Expedition, now Chancellor of the University of
Melbourne, and someone who was about to make a speech.
In one hand he held a manuscript while the other grasped a
microphone. No word would be lost. A battery of cameras
was turned in his direction, for he was about to read an
address of welcome to the famous and intrepid explorer and,
whether they liked it or not, his gallant rescuers. " Got your
reply ready? " I said to the object of all this aldermanic